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And mid-May pageants that shone down the sun,
As with glad eyes of lovers newly wed
. Whose hearts were of the revel j and so soon
Are hearts and eyes divided ?

Maitland.                             Not an hour

May she 4draw breath but in his eye, nor see
But whom he shall give entrance : in her sight
He thought to have slain me, but she came between
And set for shield her bosom to his sword
In her own chamber; so each day and night
By violent act or viler word than deed
He turns her eyes to water-springs of tears,
Who leaves not yet to love him ; such strong hold
By flesh or spirit or either made one fire
Hath such men's love on women made as she,
For no foul speech I think nor strokes nor shame
Would she go from him, but to keep him fast
Would burn the world with fire; and no force less
Shall burn their bonds in sunder.

Lindsay.                                    We will bring

And kindle it in their sight.    They are southward fled
To meet at Borthwick ; thither we design,
To raise the Merse with Hume, and with Lord Mar
And with the Douglas' following bind them round
And take them in one snare, whence one of these
Shall creep not forth with life or limb that feels
No hound's fang fasten on it; and his mate
Shall see their feet smoke with his slaughtered blood.